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row of mincing, plump, self-conscious young women in satin
uniforms, pinched at the waist and toes, and bulbous in the un-
pinched regions.

The founders of this tradition must have conceived it to be a
seductive one; but I, who have seen whole armies of these female
warriors from my credulous boyhood onward, am prepared to
have my feelings towards them from first to last tested by the
austerest canons of propriety. When I first saw them I thought
them comically revolting; and what I now think of them is
exactly what the Criterion audience thought last Thursday when
two of them crossed the stage to reply to a question from Miss St
John. As they marched off in the true opera-boufffe army manner
Miss St John contemplated them for a moment with an inimitably
dubious gravity, and then, in one of her favorite relapses into
gaminerie, said slowly: "Thanks, gall'nt orficers." The whole
house screamed with merriment; and if Mr Wyndham were wise,
he would take the female man as laughed off die stage altogether
in that outburst.

Madame Favart has, fortunately, a reasonably good book,
though, like most of the books of its period, its merits do not
hold out to the third act. Mr Wallace Brownlow plays with plenty
of fun and spirit as Favart; and the part, however obviously
planned for a more mercurial actor, adapts itself to him fairly
well. Mr James can neither sing nor even plausibly pretend to
sing, not from lack of ear, but because his trick of speech has
made his voice useless for lyric purposes; but he manages to pull
Pontsabl6 cleverly through. Mr Emney is perfectly fitted with
the part of Biscotm, who is persistently called "Biscotemps" by
the others. Miss St John, of course, carries the whole opera on
her shoulders, and is not at all overburdened by it, though the
music does not lie so easily for her voice in its present phase, and
cannot be so conveniently transposed, as that of The Mascotte,
Miss Ellis Jeffreys, who in Madame Angot shewed a certain talent
which she might take a little more seriously, plays one or two
passages in Suzanne very well; but her performance, on the whole,
is still a little crude. The book, by the way, would be the better
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